South Carolina Flowers

INT. LIVING ROOM - day

We open on a close up of a man fixing a drain in the ceiling. He is intent. He is trying to stop the drain from leaking. However, he is not succeeding, and every time he fixes it, he clumsily hits his wrench against it, opening the leakage again. He sighs.

MAN

Still not fixed...

Reveal the man is actually WILLIAM, early 30's, who now climbs down from a short, rusted metal ladder. He then sits down on the sofa next to the drain. He hears the dripping from the ceiling.

In his exhaustion, he forgets all about the drain, and only hears the soft noise of the dripping on the carpet. He immediately blames this on his wife, who is not at home.

WILLIAM

Honey, can you stop that noise?

And with that, he falls asleep immediately, blocking out the noise of the dripping, his entire body propped up on the sofa.

INT. DECORATED LIVING ROOM - DAY

START DREAM

We are in a room that looks exactly like the living room that we were just in, but now, the room is littered with flowers growing out of every crevice, and we notice the ladder and the drain are completely covered, so much that you'd think you could touch one flower and the ladder would fall to pieces.

William wakes up in the dream. He notices that the sofa he was just sitting on has flowers growing around the outline of his body. He also notices that he is wearing a strange black beret that is askew at a vertical 75 degree angle. He stands out from the background, his dull brown clothes, especially his beret not blending with the blue, yellow, red and green flowers.

VOICE

Hey there, suga.

Says a strange female-sounding voice, that seems to be coming from all around him, in a South Carolina accent.

WILLIAM

Ummm...What?

He waits, his beret feels more colorful as a daisy starts to root itself onto it. There is then a silence, which seems like silence from South Carolina.

WILLIAM

Exactly?

He tries to push the mysterious voice into talking again, which it does not.

He sits down on the couch again, thinking his outline would still be there, however, as he sits, he hears an unearthly squeal, that seems to come from a rose, that is standing tall among the rest.

ROSE

What'd you do to poor Chrysantha, suga!?

The rose says this, not surprisingly, in a South Carolina accent.

WILLIAM

Why do you speak like that?

He asks, summoning no words of sympathy of Chrysantha, who he is still sitting on.

ROSE

Like what, suga?

The rose tries to uproot herself so she can get closer to this strange, non-flower shaped being to examine him.

ROSE

And why isn't you a flower, suga?

More South Carolina silence ensues.

WILLIAM

Like that... that "suga" stuff. Also, if you're wondering why I don't look like a flower, it's because I'm not one. Also, you don't even have a mouth, how do you ta--

ROSE

Well of all the nerve, suga! Well, I neva! You insulting little, wait... big... non-planty type... thing!

William smirks slightly, amused by the Rose's failed attempt at insulting him.

He then stands up, his clothes covered completely in flowers, and the beret he is wearing has a lily affixed at the top, which looks like a masthead. He hears an exaggerated gasp for breath that comes from Chrysantha, who he had assumed he had crushed.

CHRYSANTHA

You smell bad, suga!

WILLIAM

Well, excuse me, then...

CHRYSANTHA

I assume you've met Rosanna, suga?

Chrysantha points to the Rose, and they both nod at William.

WILLIAM

Well... Umm... I've got a headache, strange flowers from South Carolina, so... I don't really hope to see you again...

ROSANNA & CHRYSANTHA

That's nice, suga.

Then the dream fades away in the generic end flashback style.

END DREAM

INT. FLOODED LIVING ROOM - DAY

We open on a close up of William, once again. His eyes open slowly, and he feels a slight chill about himself. Then we zoom out, pan around to look at his socks... Which are soaking wet.

WILLIAM

...What the...?

Again, we pan around and see the living room, which is flooded up to the sofa. Cut to a close up of the notorious drainpipe, which is still dripping away. He must have been asleep for a while.

And just then he hears his wife's voice, and he sighs again as he looks over to the drainpipe.

WILLIAM

Still not fixed...

He then thinks what an idiot he was to do something like fall asleep and dream of flowers. Now he has to clean all this up. However, the paper towels are on the other side of the room, and he says one more thing.

WILLIAM

Honey? Can you not come in here for a sec?

We fade to black.

EXT. BACK GARDEN - DAY

And in the back garden, a lone rose seems to be heard saying the words...

ROSE

Suga.

And, not surprisingly, in a South Carolina accent.

